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sprang up out of a bush, salaaming, while he was strolling
amongst his flower-beds. Neither daughter nor servant
had meant any harm. It had been their fate to fall, as it
was now his to pass into the hands of men possessed by the
seven devils of democracy.

Mr. Gladstone had called him The Great Assassin.
Gladstone forgot that in his own country, and in the
nineteenth century, a woman had been hanged at the
Marble Arch for stealing a few yards of flannel to cover
her new-born baby. That had happened in 1801. Turkey
was a backward country in the estimation of the world
and England an advanced one, but there was one law for
Turkey and another for Europe. Who but the Great
Powers had encouraged the Armenians and Greeks and
Bulgarians in impossible autonomies and armed rebel-
lions ? In former days, these and other races had been
contented under Turkish rule. Spanish Jews had been
glad to seek refuge here from the Inquisition. In the old
days an English king had sent a commission to enquire
into the excellent administration of justice in Turkey.
And if, of late, there had been some bloodshed amongst
revolting Christians, what had Cromwell done in
Ireland ?

A raucous cry of "Padishamiz chokyasha!" interrupted
his reflections. But this was no loyal subject wishing him
prosperity : it was only a starving parrot, calling attention
to itself with the most cheerful remark it could remember.

In years to come, many other voices were to wish long
life to Abdul Hamid and mourn the good old days of
autocracy ; but they were to speak in whispers, for fear
of the Committee.